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COMPOSl l IONS BY 

John Alden Carpenter 

Eight Songg for a Medium Voice 



A Cradle song I'-.i-ni l.y William Blake ( 1/, ,.'iuru) tO 
Bid Me to I.ive (r);', tn..ii J'jiinr). i\jtm li\ RubCTl HcrricL t. f. 

[■nn> h wr^ion b> M. MifttrliiKk ( A,','Ji n.,i ) CO 

Don't Ceare. IVcni li> W'lUiam Borne* ( .^.'.-i.'ikuj ) 60 

Go. Lovely Rose. Fi.im liy Kilnujn?! Wallcf ( Mi-diutn) ftO 

Little Fly. i\prm by Willi.im r.Lkc <.7.-i/iu.r ) 60 

LookinK-glasK River. Poem bjr Robert Louis Stevenson (Af<tfmm) • go 
The Cock Shall Cm*. DUjn Vocm by Koberi Lmdi Stcmuao 

n> Oieen Hmt. Poem by A. Ik to '^c Ae«4cmgr* (J|<dlfaMi} 60 



John Aldcn Oifcntcr diidOM* m dwte loi^ aa indnUutKjr which hn 
fuKd with mmderful aaity tbc tender wamHh ud loutfBl nivctf «l tha 
German Lud and the apirituelte grace and dellcale perce^ien for tiarmoaic 
snbllcUe* that pervade the niutie of Debntty and hit {ellow-^ytnbolitia. And 
far below the play and contrast of these more apparent qualities, like "Alph, 
the sacred river," runs the deep and hidden current of Anglo-Saxon feeliog. 
the legacy of ancestral sentience which pemeatea cvciy woBf wXk » pecaliariir 
tanc and wholesome atmospliere. 

Tlu si; ;irf Miiiys which, alxjve md beyond the charm of a con»uinn>aie art. 
hold the appeal of that ideal truth which finds responsive bearers and grateful 
l ewenihr a ate thtonihoat the wMcgtag dvclc «£ thiir inflaanea; 

Four PoeixM by Paul Veriaine 



Chanson d'automne {Low) <• 

Le Ciel (High or Medium) M 

Dinsons U Gigue! (.\frjium) ao 

II Pleurc Dana Mon Cueur (Mtdiitm) M 



Fran Ihe wide range of Panl Verlaine's verse the V Mfm u has choeen for 
aapliiiealieB in taut four dtanocrinkally diSering niindicn, aH of them^ 
howeiar, humf * tnlitle fattciMoaeciidB of mood. The CImtom famtmu* 
wHk it* imlbn tardea o( glOMa-«ra|fcd falali^; L* cM. which voices the 
melaiNh44)r ol the imioaer to whoa evtiy sound tnag* remcrnhfaiK* of tiie 
frcedMii withoai his waHs; Oommr* It gigtu, wMi it* wondcrfid intimate miion 
of itatedr and ihe rtgptinn of dancinc hH; and '/ >l<wir im mm cMar, alive 
with a t«adtr pesshniim dilicaiclgr pMhnk; are aH wofkcd oat hi dcaier or 
Aiker ihadtt «i (ngr. In' cidii Mr. Caipenler haa fovad Ae troe nole^ 
the identical tone ad mtaaee rcfirfndr-and tkc maatcilir iinpceasioaiam of hia 
art mahcs his muie the Ihri« «mfCMion «f the loema. 
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Uigiii^iuo by Lji-Jv.'^i 
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U9 Ught, liMcUnraetflnliig liihtl 

JUi, llM figbt dtOMS, vqr duliBf^ <it curttw «f my life; 
the light fttrikM, my daiUog, ttie chords o( my love; ttw iky opcai, 

die wind runs wfld| lm|jhter passes over the earth. 

The butterflies spread their sails on the sea of light. UKc* 
and jasmines surge up on the crest of the waves of light. 

The light is shattered into gold on every cloud, my darUng, 
and it scatters gems in profusion. 

Mirtli apraada fram leaf to leaf, my datliac^ and glediieee 
without measme. The beavea's rhrer has drowned its hanlct and 
fhieilaod of joj 1* dweod. 
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Death - deal>ii)g' waves 
a tempo 
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y mnrciilo 
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ChU-drea have their play 
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oQthe sea- shore of worlds.. 
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^ ^^^j' m itando iftuisi ad lib. 
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Th^ know not how to swim,^ they luiow not how to cast 
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nets. 



Pearl - f iah-ers dive for pearls, 



merchants sail in their 
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"On the Seashore of Endless Worlds" 



Joliii Alden C«rp«iiter 






On the sea - shore 
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|]N the smshore of endless worlds children meet The 
infinite sky is motionless overhead and the restless water 
is boisterous. On the seashore of muUms worlds the children 
meet with shouts and dances. 

They build their houses with sand and they play with empty 
shells. With wifherc4 leaves they wmn Hub bwtfi and rbII- 
ioiAr flMt dNm OB tbm nat doop. Gbildion ham Oair ffav M 
tlM MMhoco of woddo. 

Tki^ know not how to awiiBf th^ know not kfliw to cast mis. 
pMd flshefs dife for p««tlsi, msrehants sail in thoir ships* wblle 

shOdm gsihsr pobblss sad sntlsr tlien acsia. ThCTtssknst 
for UMan tnaanos, Htutf know not kaw to cast nets. 

The sea surp;es up with laughter, and pale gleams the smile 

of the sea-bi-ach. Death-dcaiing waves sing meaningless ballads 
to the children, even like a mother while rockmr her baby's 
cradle. The sea plays with children, and pale gleams the smile 



Omheasaakanof 

in flw pathless dgr, Alps got wrecked in tta 
r, dsatfi ia abroad and ddidratt fls;^. On Am 
aadlait wMlda is lha gnal nasiint of 
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vish,. to «nd this plaET at oigtkt, I shall melt aadvan-ish a-way In the 
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dark. or it may bu in a sinil>i:_ of Ihti white mom-ing',. 
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cool>4ieM of iHi>Ti.ty traas-pa-reot.. 
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fhtn take this fleet-las' enp-tl-nes8 of mloe, 



paint it with 
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g^ild It with gold, 
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and i^pread it in va-ried won- 
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I am like a Remnant of a Cloud of Autumn'' 



John Aldun Carpenter. 



Granre (JcMI) 



Voice 



Piano 
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rem-nant of «. cloud of au-tunin use - less-Iy roam-iflg-iii the sky.. 
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AM like a remnant of a cloud of autumn uselessly roam- 
ing in the siky, O my sun ever-gloriousl Thy tOUCh has 
not yet melted my vapour, m&kmg me one with thy lifUi Slid tlllU 
I count months and years separated from thee. 

If tfuB b« thy wish and if this be /by play, then take this 
Heattnc wnpHmwa of ]Biliia»palBt it nUfc colaiin,glld ftivllh jald, 
floflt tt en flw wanton wtatf and «nad it in wied wontas. 

And «c«ln» iriicii it <hall ba thy wlah to end this ptay at fright, 
I AmA malt and Taai^ amy in Hkt daiki or it mv ba in a i 
a( tha wUI* moniiv, in a eeotauaa «l pariitr 
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g'loaning-sof fn_v bus-y life, will 1 place beforeium 



at the close of my 
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days., when death will knock at my door.. 
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All the sweet vin - tage o{ al I my au - tuma 



days 
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'On the day when death will knock at thy duur' 



John Aldea Carpenter 



Grave maestoso (J = ss 



Voice 



Piano 




Oa the day whea death 



wiU 




r T ifij j-ji 



kaoek at thy door,. 



what wilt thott«f-ferto Um: 




Oh, I will set be . fore my g^est the 
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)lf the day when death will knock tt tty door, wlwt wilt 

thou offer to Un? ■ 

Oh, I will set before my guest the full veiMl el nqr Ufo; 

I will never let him go with empty hands- 
All the sweet vintage of all my autumn days and summer 
nights, all the earnings and gleanings of my busy life, will I 
place befwe him at the dOM of my days when death wiU knock 
•it taj door. 




uigitizeo Ly v^oogle 





When I brings sweet thing's toyour greedy hands 
i 



aitm^ mut poeo pin tento 




know wl^rtliereis lioa^ in the cup of the flower and wfayfroitsare secretly 







Whenl aiag tomakeytrnttaaoe, I tni-lyknov wbytbereis 

a tempo 
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"When I bring to you colourd toys" 



Voice 



Piano 



Animato (j i 144) 



John Alden Carpenter 

June- Spptcmbpr, isit 
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When I bring- toyoucol-ourd 
a tempo - — 
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toys, mv child, 



I un-der-stand why there is such a pl^ of 
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^^M'BSS X iHtag to jw wH/umd taift, mt ddU, I uadai^ 
CiSv itand why there ii ludi a play of colonra on doods, 
on water, and why f.owers are p^tt^ ju HlllB wIliHll I gffO 

coloured toys to you, my child. 

When I sing to make you dance, I truly kiiov, why there is 
music in ieaTes, and why waves send their cburus ot voices to 
tto hmt of ttw n«*Mrfi^ oMdt-^wluo I sing to make yoa dnco. 

HuHO la boo^ in tiw cup ci iSM flower and nbj fzuUs are metrtXty 
flDed with swoot j uice w h en I bring awoet tliinga to your groedT 



CREDO 



I believe in the deep blue sky and ttie smOinf water. 

I can see through the doudaof theikjandlamnotafnidof dia 

waves of the sea. 
I believe in the livm^ friendahip given by flowers and trees; — 

outwardly they die, but in the heart they live forever. 
USU* fftth* dvooi^ CMM woods I lovo, aaid (hofooai «f lo«foo 

OB tte t/xmad, «r of ■ nat fdHogi or «vm of « toookliig tirif. 
I MHtvo HMt Iho days to com iboi^r M Iho madot of dM 

di9« hoTo fooaod, aad nffll pondt ttot woador to ondtno 

and increase. 

I believe in and love my belief in, and my love for, all of these 
things; and most of all I boUofO in and love Tho SouKO of mj 
belief and of my love. 
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■y knd pcmnMn cf Kr«r>, hWmilUn Co.. London. 



SDA XUBN LOBB ifUSIC LiBBAiir 



GITANJALI 

(SONG-OFFERINGS) 

POEMS BY 

RABINDRANATH TAGORE 

MUSIC BY 

JOHN ALDEN CARPENTER 



«l 2$ net 



G. SCHIRMEK 

NEW YORK : 3 EAST 43d ST. 
BOSTON : THE BOSTON MUSIC COMPANY 



G I T A N J A L I 

(SONG-OBFERINGS) 

POEMS BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE 
MUSIC BY JOHN ALDEN CARPENTER 




Price. $1.25 net 

G. SCHIRMER 

V NEW YORK BOSTON v GoOQlei 



EDA KUHN LOEB 
MUSIC UBRARY 




HARVARD UNIVERSITY 
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